FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
me across the flat immensity. He was dragging along the
haunch of an antelope—the whole animal would have been
too heavy. And that evening, by the banks of the muddy
River Tukhte, we ate the most delicious roast I have ever
tasted,
We were approaching the River Naichi, where we must
find new camels. I was thinking about this when our camel-
driver, whose sad face I had already noticed, began to speak
of his wife. A year before she had suddenly been stricken
dumb. If we could cure her, his camels and all he had were
ours. We should be passing within a few hours' march of his
yurt He would go home for her overnight and bring her
for me to see.
A wild hope rose in me. I had no remedy for the stricken
woman. But was it not possible, seeing that her dumbness
had come on her suddenly, that she might, if some nervous
shock could be produced, recover her speech in the same
way? A poor Mongol who had never seen a foreigner! She
would have faith in European medicines. What else is cure
by suggestion? I expounded my idea to Peter. Everything
depended on him and me. If we made up our minds that we
were going to succeed, we must inspire confidence in the
patient from the moment she set eyes on us. A dose of any
one of our remedies—it did not matter which—-would carry
the day.
Alas! No sooner did the patient put her foot on the
ground than I realized how vain were my hopes. She
was not only dumb but had her right arm paralysed.
She wore a blouse inside her sheepskin cloak. And her
body was clean. Impassive of face—she had regular features
—she slowly took in everything that was happening. Not
to disappoint her completely, I gave her a pill, and
hoped she could read from my face the sympathy I felt for
her.
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